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"How old are you, my lad?"
"Ten, sir."
"What's your name?"
"Jim, sir. Jim Jarvis they sometimes calls me; but oi
only knows o'im Jim, sir.'5
The lad's physique suggested a child of seven, or at most
eight. But "his face was not the face of a child". It bore
"a careworn, old-mannish look, only relieved by the bright,
keen glances of his small, sharp eyes". But, as Barnardo
peered at him, his problem grew more perplexing. The
child's countenance was "sadly overwise"; and his pathetic
appeal—eloquent even when mute—together with his
"querulous, high-pitched tones", produced in his questioner
"an acute sense of pain". But sentiment was no substitute
for fact, so the examination went on. Either the lad was
lying or Barnardo was on the threshold of a revelation.
"Now, my boy," he demanded, "do you really mean to
say that you have no home at all, and that you have no
father or mother or friends?"
"That's the truth, sir. I ain't tellin' you no lies!"
"Where, then, did you sleep last night?"
;{Down in Whitechapel, along o' the 'ay market, in one
o' them carts filled with 'ay, sir."
"How was it you came to the school?"
" 'Cos, sir, I met a chap as I knowed, and he tell'd me
to come up 'ere to the school to get a warm; and 'e sed
p'raps you'd let me lie nigh the fire all night."
"But you must know we don't keep open all night."
"Yes, but I won't do no 'arm, sir, if only you'll let me
stop! Please do, sir! It's so cold outside!"
Now, "with overwhelming force", there rushed across
Barnardo's mind the thought: "Is it possible, that in this
great city there are others also homeless and destitute, who
are as young as this boy, as helpless, and as ill-prepared as
he to withstand the trials of cold, hunger and exposure?"
Surely, he reflected, it was unthinkable that London? with

